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Ome mourn,. chin urn with me, When ag 8 2 


A/ pou loyal loversall, _ . + her golden gates had ſpzead, 
Lamint my loſs in werds of woe, - + And that the gliſtering lun arole 
whom griping grief yoth thiall : fozth from faſr Theis bed: 
Like to the dꝛopping bine, Then did my lobe «wake, 
tut by the gardner's knife, _ moll like a lilly-flower, , 


Even ſo my heart with fozrow ain, and as the lovel 7 = 


doth bleed foz ny ſweet wife, lo ſbone che in her bower. 
By death, that griſly ghoſt, Alttired was the then 
mp turtle dobe is lain, llt Flora in her piide, 
And Jam left, unhappy man £ fair as any of Diana's nymphs, 
to ſpend my days in pain. | do lookt my Jobing bude. 
Der beauty late ſo bzigbt, And as fair Hellen's fare, 
like roſes in thefr_pzime,- 2 gave Grecian dameg the durch, 
Is waſte like the mounfain's ſnow, So did my dearexcced in ght, 
bp force of Phoebus ſhine, ell virgins in the church. 925 
r fair red colcured therks,. Wy UW When de had knit the knot ».- ESE 
nom pale and wan her eyes, *- ofholy wedlock-band, 
Tha! late did ſhine like criftal ſtars, - Ute alabalter jo:wotojer, - 
- alas, their light it dies 5 lo ſtood we hand in hand: 8. | 
Barz lilly hands, 5 Chen lor a chilling cold 
with fingers long and (mall, truck ever vital part, 
In colour like the-carthl; clay, Agd griping gvieflike pangs ofdeath | 
— 30 on my ale art 


ki ben, told and Kilt 
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"Sdwn fn a (wound he tel. 
as cold as any fone, . 


8 Jn lobe as we h 


be Ub's, 
in love let us deparr, 


Alle Venus picture — | And I fn token of my love, 
do was my love bjoung] home : - » 'do kiſs thee wirh my heart. 
At lengih my'roffe rev, D fond thoſe bootleſs tears, 
- _ thughont her comely kate, I am ntl, is in vain, 
As Phœbus beams with watry clouds, - not tot, koz we in heaven, 
bd'er todered koz alpace- AH ſhall one day meet again. 
- With a griebous With that ſhe turn d aſide, 
and voice both ho and dar, as one dilpog®d to flee, 
Farewel, quoth ſhe, my boving | fried, And like a lamb departed like, 
| Toy Jihis daymult die:: \.__ whoſe krlends did lozely weep. 
The meſſenger of God, Per true love leejng this, 
with golden trumpet I ſee, did fetch a griebous groan, 
Wirth many other angels moze, As-tho* his heart would burſt in too, - | 
| found and call foz me. and thvs he made his moan: - 
Jadtiad of maſick Cert | D diſmal and unhappy day, 
goss tool | a a dap of grief and care, 
enen with Cf That hath bereft the ſun ſo high, 
« that in my ember Cone, whole beams rekcech the air. 
wirip off my bꝛide s array, . Pow woe unto the wonld, 
my-<eozk-ſhooes from my tet, alid all that therein dwell, 
And gentle mother be not coy, O that J were with thee in heaven, | 
Ko to bꝛing my winding-ſheer. kz here J live in ell. 
E wedding · dinner delt, —— Arid now this lover lives . 
beſtow upon the poo, - a Kcontented liter. 
And on angry gry, needy, maurd, 1 Ride was brought unto her Grab 
that craverh ar the doo? 2 maiden and a wile. 


Inns; rains voung | 1 freſh atidfalr - 
adfo tnilee, _ --9 ' ef lifflies roms made, 
Cem: courious carpenter An gn ot Mr. 
9 make a cheft forme. © © and on fer coffin laid : 
. Py biſdvlaces of ilk, _ . ir maidens all in white 
beltow'd on melden s neex, did bear her to the ground, 
Pap fitly ſerve when A amſdead The bells did ring in ſolemn ſozt, 
| to tie my hands and feet. gn made a doleful ſound. . 
And thou my lover true, rt. An karth they Laſd her then, 
muy bus band and my friend, ko hungry wozms a prey, 
Let me intreat thee here to tay, So ſhall rhe faireſt ease alive 
until my lite doth end. at length be bꝛouß t to clay. 
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